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Summary: 'Who do you trust? No hesitations. She knows he's always got 

her back. He'll be there to protect her whether she wants him to or 
not... and she'll be there for him too.' I'm not sure what this is 
going to be yet, there's several directions it may go in, but it will 
definitely be a Max/Alec story! 


White knight 
Chapter 1 

She woke up to his face sneering down at her. Everything was yellow 
and her head felt really heavy. Although she remembered nothing of 
what had happened, she knew he must have hit her hard over the head. 
Concussion. She was handcuffed to a radiator. Her t-shirt which she 
was sure had been a light grey colour was now patchy with dark red. 
Her arm was a lead weight as she touched her head. Her hair felt wet 
and matted. She felt a sharp pain and noticed her hand was stained 
with blood. Not good, she thought. She felt tired and disoriented but 
she knew if she gave in to sleep for even a minute, she may not wake 
up again. This realisation seemed to kick her brain into focus and 
her confusion began to fade. She watched him walk out the room and 
instinctively looked for her escape. 

It was only a small room, dark and dirty but it looked like the 
living room of a flat. There was very little furniture, most of the 
room was filled with books stacked from floor to ceiling against the 
walls . 

He wandered back into the room a few moments later with what she 
recognised as a fuel can. She hoped to God it was empty, but inwardly 
knew this was unlikely. 

'Why are you doing this?' She asked him 

'Shut up. You talk when I say.' Spit flew from his lips as he yelled 
back at her. 



She stayed silent, trying to remember what had happened. She knew 
that there had been a struggle, someone had been cryinga€ 1 her friend 
maybe? She couldn't work out if she had dreamed it, but the more she 
concentrated the more her head hurt. 

He put a cigarette to his lips and lit it as he began to poor the 
content of the can around her feet. The fumes were unbearable and her 
head ached with the smell. He looked at her and sneered before 
walking back out of the room again. 

She saw her jacket slung over the dining room chair and immediately 
began reaching for it. She lay on her back and stretched as far as 
she could, wrapping her feet around the chair legs. Quickly and 
quietly, she dragged the chair towards her. When the jacket was in 
reaching distance, she searched the pockets. 'Phone', she thought. 
'Where is the phone?' She didn't usually carry a phone but it had 
been an unexpected gift from a friend. It wasn't so much a gift but 
more of a convenience for others, she thought. Pagers were only 
useful to an extent. She found the phone and pushed the chair back as 
accurately as she could. 

She had no trouble remembering the number, she had used it often 
enough. It rang once and when he answered, she was flooded with 
relief . 

'Max, where are you? You were supposed to be here an hour ago. ' He 
asked . 

'Alec, help me. I'm stuck in a house with a lunatic who seems to want 
to set me on fire.' She whispered. 

His tone changed instantly 'Tell me where you are?' 

'I don't know. My head hurts.' She stretched to look out the window. 
'I think I'm in Terminal City'. 

'Son of a Bitch' Alec replied. 'Don't worry Maxie, I'll be with you 
soon. The line went dead. Max pocketed the phone in time as he 
sauntered back into the room. 

It was slowly coming back to her. He was X5-657. Tinga's twin. 

Ares . 


End 
f lie . 



